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AMAZING OFFER TO COMICS READERS 














P 6tmMAvi$V j 

HORSES AN^O 3? 1 f 


RIFLE SHOTS* 
CHAMP ! 


Border 

Bullets 


OUR SLEEPIN'S 
\ DONE FOR. 
\ TONIGHT ' 


THE SOUNDS ARE COMIN 
FROM OVER THAT WAY. 
LET'S TAKE A 

. look ! 


f -TWO TO ONE THEY RE 
RUSTLERS. LAW- ( 
ABIDIN' MEN DON'T A 
MOVE HERDS 
, AT NIGHT 


P THERE THEY 
ARE] MEN AN' . 
CATTLE/ / 


















































































THANKS, MISTER. 
A'RATTLER SCARED 
HIM AND HE 





























Sally tells me you're ) th!y T showed up 8 FiRsf 

HAVIN’ TROUBLE WITH / MONTHS 














































































SHORTY SAID THEY WORE- 
BLACK CLOTHES AN' BLACK 
MASKS THAT COVERED THEIR 
WHOLE FACES AN' MADE ’EM 
ALMOST INVISIBLE AT NIGHT .... 


’SHORTY LIVED 
JUST LONG 
ENOUGH TO 
DESCRIBE THE 
RUSTLERS... 


THEY BEEN 
SNOOTIN' 
AN’ KILLIN’ 
HONEST MEN. 


"SINCE THEN THEY'VE STRUCK 

I Regularly..runnin‘off fifteen 

OR TWENTY HEAD AT A TIME..-. 


'AN KEEP YOUR 
GUNS LOADED, / 
. AUTRY J 


I'LL KEEP MY EYES 
Peeled for signs 

.OF THE BLACK DEUCES., 
f MR GILBERT 


THERE'S ALWAYS JUST 
TWO OF‘EM THE 
BOYS CALL EM THE 

BLACK DEUCES 






























f I'M LES BRONSON, 


l'M goin' to the Tthat kin 

NORTH PASTURE TO ( WAIT. 
MEND THE FENCE .... V NEED YOU 


YEP. AUTRY'S 
.MY NAME 


THE FOREMAN OF 
THIS SPREAD. YOU 
THE NEW HAND ? 


WE'LL SEE 
»ABOUT THAT 


rm. GILBERT WANTS THE 
FENCE MENDED TODAY. 

THATiS GOOD ENOUGH 
v FOR ME 


I MEAN WHAT 
I SAY, AUTRY ! 




























m'hatLl teach 
you who's 

BOSS AROUND J, 
HERE.' 


WHOA, CHAMR 
STEADY, 2 
.BOY 


f i'm warnin you not 

TO PULL ANY MORE 
TRICKS LIKE THAT,BRONSON. 
’ NEXT TIME I 
v won't STOP /nAL % 
A CHAM P ! ■->= 


NOW i'll (JO FIX 
THAT FENCE 


' I MEAN WHAT 
I SAY, TOO, 
BRONSON ! j 






























''WONDER WHY BRONSON 


THAT WIRE'S 
BEEN CUT ! 


WAS SO SET 
AGAINST KAY 
COWIN'HERE.... 


NO MISTAKE 
ABOUT THE 
t CUTTIN’. 

AN'RECENT, 
L TOO ! 


SOMEBODY CUT THIS FENCE, 

"Plannin to run bar-g . 

CATTLE OUT THIS f 

WAY.OR I MIS S A 

MY GUESS- 


' AN > 
k AMBUSH£R !1 



















































WE'LL FOOL ‘EM AN' 

Put the werd in 
the south pasture. 


















































































[AUTgy WON T ] 
GIVE US NO ’ 
MORE TROUBLE I 
S TONIGHT J 


GOOD "Boy, C-HAMP - 
I WISH you COULD 
TALK AN' TELL ME 
^ WHO IT WAS 


SOMEBODY^ DEAD SET 
t ON GETTIN' "RID 
^ O' ME ... 50 I 
^Jj^GUESS I'LL 

H^B^sticx around 


































SOMEBODY'S 
STORIN' 
OUT THERE 


■m if SOUNDS LIRE THE 
»Lii,i CORRAL GATE'S 
M OPENIN' 


MOLD IT/ 


T I GOT A RIGHT 

TO TARE A RlDE 
WITHOUT AS ICIN' 
l/OuR 'PERMISSION 


1 Reckon we'll just 

JTAG ALONG, CHAMP, , 
IAN' SEE WHAT THAT 
^CHARLEY'S UP TO Jk 


THERE'S SOMETHING 
MIGHTY TUNNY ‘ 
ABOUT THAT 
K!D 1 A 


































OkAV, SAM, I'LL SAVE 
MY BULLETS TOR. THE 
NEXT DEPUTY MARSHAL 
DIGSY SENDS 
DOWN 


■Better quit bein so 
tree with your. guns. 
Somebody'll outshoot 

you AN' you 'LL BE. 
POSHIN'UP DAISIES 


r W£LL, iVE GOTTA 

GET COIN: 
MOSEY BACK TO 
THE RANCH, LES, 
AN'KEEP AN 


WOULDN'T FOLLOW ME 
TONIGHT BY KNOCKJN' 
■HIM COLD 


I HAVE TO LAUGH ¥ AFTER 
WHEN I THINK OF ) TONIGHT HE'LL 
yOUNG CHACLEy/ BE IN THIS AS 
Gl LBERT J DEEP AS WE ARE 






































ftHKlL BE LIRE- 
, TAKIN' CANDY , 
LFROM A KIP J 


that'll 

HOLD HIM 
AWHILE ! 


After Him, 
CHAMP.' . 


'howhe won't 
FOLLOW ME 
JO THE SHACK 


























ALL EIGHT, 


CHAMP/ 

COME -HERE, 

•Boy! V 


^WE'lL -HEAD FOR-HOME. 
HO USE CHASIN'THAT 

co yore., -he's miles f- 
AWAY By NOW.^^*: 


r A LITTLE HIGHER, 
CHAMP — 

I GOT THE ROPEJ 
L LOOSE_Yy| 


lAuTRy WAS TRAILIN'ME 


CHARLEY^ THERE 
- IN THE SHACK, 
>. ALL RIGHT 


THAT HOMBRE'S 
SURE GETTIN' 
IN OUR WAY 











































r SWELL IDEA--. 

k SMUGGLIN' GOLD 
r ACROSS THE BORDER 
AN' BRlNGIN' 
L'BACK. DIAMONDS j 


WHEN'LL SANCHE2 
■SEND THE 4 
DIAMONDS ? A 


END O THE WEEN. • 
NOW WE GOTTA 
GET THE CATTLE 


rEIGHTEEN^ 
HEAD OUGHTTA 
L BE ENOUGH 


ARE SOME T-THEV AREN'T 


' THERE THEY ARE... IN 
■#HE SOUTH FIELD INSTEAD 
. OF THE NORTH . 


HALF AS VALUABLE 
AS WHAT THEYtL 
^ CARRY A 


SANCHEZ MAN 
OUGHTTA BE 
[ALONG ANYTIME 
L NOW . ^ 


yA-EEE ... 
AMIGOS J/ A 



























r WHEN'REl 
'THE DIAMONDS 
L COMIN' ? 1 


T SANCHEZ 

’say two nights] 
TEOM NOW A 


\ +1ASTA 
} LA VISTA, 
SENORES 


fVEAH. WE SMUGGLE 
I THE GOLD AND , 
f CATTLE ACROSS 
AN' SANCHEZ SENDS j 
k BACK DIAMONDS^ 


AN you SELL 
THE CATTLE, 

. Besides a 


r%AS SOON AS WE ^ 

"change clothes, beat 

lit FOR HOME, CHARLEY. 

I rr'tr k\ cnu.un i 


JT£ ALMOST SUN-UP 





















V TELL LES BRONSON l'M 

'movin' these clothes back 

to THE £L DIABLO HIDEOUT.rl 
i WE'RE TOO NEAR / 
iv VOUR DADS HOUSER' 

i VT here. JMmmE. 


THIS OUGHTTA HOLD, 
YOU 'TIL SANCHEZ ) 
V PAYS UP z'' 


THANKS. ITiL 
t HELP s 


J CMON, "BOY, IF 
WjT YOU DONV WANT 
( A WELCOWIN ' 
[COMMITTEE WAITIN' 
L TOR US 


CHARLEYS GONE, 
PAD! HIS BED^- 
HASNY ‘ Jf 
BEEN SLEPT Mf 


(He's kun off 1 

BECAUSE I J 
.MISJUDGED HIM, 


AT THE 
RANCH 













































AUTRY, CHARLEYS COME 
WE GOTTA START 
LOOKIN' FOR HIM. 
v HE MAY BE 

HURT 


HE'S COMIN& 
.NOW, DAD -Y 


r I'LL BE 

Right with 

You . 


whsheVe 

you BEEN 


LEMME l 
GO! 


TOO] 
OLD TO ' 
[ ACCOUNT 
.TO YOU 1 


i'll teach you to 
TALK THAT WAY 
TO YOUR FATHER > 


I OUGHTTA GIVE YOU' 
.APUN1SHIN' YOU'LL 
'NEVER FORGET 


WHERE'D "THESE 
COME FROM ? 









































'BOSS ' 

LOOK IT 
THIS / 


I WON IT 

•Playin' 
poker ! 


you're 
lyin' ! 


'AH' EIGHTEEN HEADS 
GONE FROM. THE r 
> SOUTH -PASTURE J 


TWO TO ONE Wl DONV KNOWj 
YOU KNOW SOMETHINGJL ANYTHING, l| 
v ABOUT THlSl^fS TELL YOUjJ 


Setoff this spread-- 

AKI 5TAY OFF ! YOU'RE NO 
•SON OF MINE, TIL YOU 
UXARN TO BE DIFFERENT^ 


































r SEEMS KIN DA SAD TOR 
FOLKS TO QUARREL AMONG 
THEMSELVES WHEN THERE'S 
■TROUBLE AND RUSTLERS AROUNgX 


C'MON SON, LETS HAVE BREAKFAST 
AN' YOU CAN TELL ME ABOUT j 
THAT POKER GAME 


^•Reckon > 
.you 're right; 
V Autry 


.THERE'S CHARLEY. 
\ AN' HE'S ACTIN' ^ 
RIGHT CURIOUS 


/ TRACK OF A BUCKIK 
■BRONC IF HE'S ON 
VTHE HOME RANGE 


' HIES BUSY, LES. 
LET'S GO THROUGH 
| HIS SADDLE BAGS 1 












































































































































































W\'b LIKE TO SEE 

r WHAT AUTO V'5 a 
HIDIN' IN THOSE ) 
V. SADDLE-BASS/ ^ 


A GOOD START, 
SO HE DOESN'TJ 
.SPOT us. 


AUTRy SEES 
CHARi E yS 
STEALTHY 
DEPARTURE 


THAT'S EL DIABLO \ 
> OVER THERE, CHAMfy 



































































































































I-— 

































'M GONNA 1 


TWO TO ONE, 
■HE FOLLOWED 
US. 


YEAH, WITH Y0UC 
DAT)—"BUT NOT 
WITH AUTRY! J 


DIDN'T I PUT IT 

over all Right? 


PUT HIM OUTA 
MV WAV, 
TGONTO / . 


MAVBE CHARLES RIGHT 

ABOUT YOU RADGES 
AN' PAPERS HAVE BEEN. 
STOLEN BEFORE THIS ! 


WELL, GENE, 
WHAT'S YOUR. 
EXPLANATION ? 


BUT WHY SHOULD CHARLEY 
HE ABOUT THE ) 
Rustler, pad ? 


IF you THINK I'M a 
CROOK, FIRE ME J 


SEARCH ME,- 
HIS GUN HAD 

■Been fired 
three times, 

LIKE HE SAID.. 


WORRIED, JASON 
TALKS THINGS 
0V££ WITH SALty 







































i'll WRITE AN' 


MEANTIME, GO ON 
PRETENDING TO 
BELIEVE GENE, 

-dap! y 


they look real, 

ALL RIGHT. COULDN'T 
THE MARSHAL TELL 
WHETHER. HE'S AN 
IMPOSTER ? 


ASK. HIM TO 
PROP DOWN 
THIS WAV' 


AN' WATCHIM 
HIM CLOSE. 


MAYBE I'D BETTER 
GIVE GENE A 
HANDl A 


U£ MARSHAL 


SAM WANTS YOU IN 


I'LL WIRE GILBERT 
TO EXPECT ME AT 
SUNUP TOMORROW .<A 


TOWN, LES,- RIGHT 
AWAV 


WHAT'S 

UP? 


pj 








































































































BETTER GET5MABT, 
CHARLEY, BEFORE 
IT'S -TOO LATE J v 


Y STOP IT.... 

OR I'Ll TORN 

'Both o'you over 

TO THE MARSHAL/ 


I'M EXPECTIN' 
HIM TOMORROW 
R'SRT AFTER 
^ DAWN 1 ^ 


SO YOU THINK 
I'M A CROOK ? 


IS HE COMIN' 
HERE ? 


WAIT TILL LES 
HEARS ABOUT THIS 


You'll be 

WATCHER'AUTRY, 
SO DON'T TRY 
SKIPPIN'OUT. / 


LEAVE JOBS 
•HALF-FINISHED; 



































COO D, NOW I 
KNOW WHY iVe 
BEEN SAVING 
My BULLETS I 


PADS SENT TOR 
THE U.S. MARSHAL 
■he'll be here 

AT SUNUP } 


I OUGHTTA MEET UP 
WITH THE MARSHAL;; 
NEAR THE FORKS. - 


I'LL TAKE GARE 
OF AUTRY/ 


MEET US AT 
HAYNES FORD' 


I HOPE AUTRyS 
STILL SNORIN'. 


HE'LL NEVER KNOW 
WHAT HIT HIM! 





































ALL I KNOW IS THAT LES 
FIGURED THE MARSH AL'D 

hit the Forks about 

















































































WE'LL TAKE THE GOLD 
TO 5ANCHEZ j 
OURSELVES ! A 


T HIT LEATHER! 

AUTRY AN' THE 
MARSHAL ARE- 
mEADED THIS WAY' 


THFUE THEY ACE..., 
I. NEAR THE TREE I 
\ THEY KNOW THE ' 
5L HIDIN' PLACE / J 


Then ohacleys 

.SQUEALED.' 































OVER. THAT 
WAV' j 


Gunshots 


it<s 'most 
TOO EASY] 


^ sam's one 

} SMART OMBRE i 





















































UP TO SOMETHING 
CROOKED J M 


DOWN'RIVER AN' 
PICK UP THE OTHERS] 


Sam and LES "} 
DRIVE THE BAR-& 
cattle to the 
■Rio grande] 


dawn is ' 

breaking 


THIS WINDS 
us UP ! 


THERE'S CHARLEY 


I'LL PAINT HIS 
: OREHEAD WHITE, 


r THE YELLA 
COYOTE ! 
LET -HIM 
HAVE IT / 


THEY'VE 
KILLED 
HIM.I 









































































































































































The red rim of the rising sun was peer¬ 
ing cautiously above the jagged mesa when 
the dawn’s silence was shattered by 
thundering hoofs and the echoing “yipp- 
e-ki-yi” of a happy man. Out of the west 
raced a giant black stallion- whose rider 
suddenly began to sing, a little off-key: 

“Oh-, give me a home, where .. 

Ebony neighed accompaniment. He 
liked that .song, which Jim reserved for 
their solitary gallops over the plains. 
Ebony liked everything Jim did and Jim 
returned the liking. To this lean-jawed, 
bronze-faced man, the stallion was “per¬ 
fection plus.” Folks in the valley, where 
Jim’s ranch, the Flying-R, sprawled in 
modest prosperity, teased Jim. 

“That Jim Rand ain’t got time for gals. 
He’s too crazy about that black hoss o’- 
his,” they would say in his hearing. 

Jim would laugh deep-throatedly and 
pat Ebony’s sleek neck. “Reckon that’s 
right. Ebony an’ me are pals., sure ’nough.” 

Ebony knew what “pals” meant. It 
meant lumps of sugar, gentle pats of af¬ 
fection, a warm stall at night and a grassy 
meadow in the sun. 

When he had belonged to Pedro 
Martinez, Ebony had never felt that way. 
Pedro was a half-breed with a heart as 
black as his hair. To him, horses were 
beasts and he treated them as such. The 
first time Jim had seen Ebony, Pedro was 
handling the magnificent animal as if he 
were a snarling catamount, instead of the 


finest piece of horse-flesh Jim had seen. 

“Me, Pedro, weel teach you to do w’at 
Pedro say!” the half-breed screamed, rais¬ 
ing the bull-whip for another blow. 

The whip was never lowered. Jim 
leaped off his calico pony and landed a sav¬ 
age right on Pedro’s jaw that knocked the 
half-breed flat. 

“You coyote!” Jim spat the words 
through clenched teeth. “You ornery pole¬ 
cat! Get goin’ fast.” 

Cringing, Pedro stumbled to his feet. 
“But Senor, the horse, he ees a bad wan ... 
an’ he cost me much dinero.” 

Jim yanked a handful of gold coins from 
his pocket and contemptuously threw them 
at the half-breed. “There’s more cash than - 
you ever saw! Now—get!” 

There was a look in Jim’s eyes that filled 
Pedro with terror. Men who killed often 
wore similar looks. He tore away down the 
street and Jim turned to the horse. 

“You’re mine now, boy,” he said softly. 
“An’ I’m gonna make you forget there’s 
such things as half-breeds with whips.” 

Ebony’s memory of Pedro’s cruelty 
blurred under kindness as the months flew 
by. But Jim’s did not and, when he was 
called to testify against Pedro, charged 
with highway robbefy, he did so with 
great satisfaction. Pedro was convicted and 
led away, yelling threats against Jim; 
threats which he vowed to carry out when 
he was released. 

Strangely enough, Jim was remember- 









ing those threats that morning as he ami 
Ebony galloped across the mesa and into 
the yard of the Flying-R. Pedro had been 
sent to prison four years ago. Probably it 
wouldn't be long now before— 

“Say, Boss!" Shorty West, his foreman, 
was lumbering toward him. "Pedro Mar¬ 
tinez got out yesterday!" 

Jim tensed. "Where is he?" 

"In town, getlin' drunker'n a hoot owl." 
Shorty shook his head lugubriously. "Says 
he's gonna get even with you, if it's the 
last thing he does.” 

Two, three, four days went by. But 
Pedro did not show up at the Flying-R. 
When Jim heard that he had left Tor the 
Border country, he redoubled his vigilance. 
Pedro might have started that rumor to 
throw him off-guard. A week passed, and 
another. Still no Pedro. One night in 
Ebony’s stall Jim wondered. 

"Reckon Pedro’s decided it ain’t healthy 
to start anything," Jim absent-mindedly 
stroked the stallion’s nose. 

Ebony tried to tell Jim he was grateful 
but Jim mistook the nuzzling for a search¬ 
ing after sugar. "Gosh, I clean forgot your 
sugar. I’ll bring it pronto!” 

As Jim neared the .door, the shadow 
struck. It leaped through the dark, lash¬ 
ing out with a muttered oath and a hash 
of steel. Jim fell, unconscious. 

tbony whinnied in fear as his nostrils 
caught a familiar odor. It was the odor of 
Pedro Martinez—the man he hated. 

Pedro opened Ebony’s stall and slapped 
him on the hank. 

"Vamos!” his harsh voice said, "Me, 
Pedro, I feex that smart-aleck Jeem Rand 
for send me to jail—but I tak’ you now." 

Ebony went through the open stall door 
like a bolt of black lightning and raced out 
dmo the yard. There he paused to look 
back. A thin curl of scarlet Haute was 
creeping up the side of the barn door. The 


great horse quivered. Then, as the fire 
flamed high, he whinnied loudly. Pedro 
darted from the barn toward him. 

"An' now we go!" 

Pedro had no lime to say more. Ebony 
was on him, his hoofs working like hails. 
From the horse's throat came the trium¬ 
phant cry of a victorious stallion, a cry that 
roused the cowhands in the bunkhoitse. 

Ebony heard them coming, heard their 
shouts of dismay and anger, but he did not 
wait. He knew that Jim, of the kind voice 
and gentle, affection, was beyond those 
flames. With his great heart thudding 
against his ribs, Ebony dashed through the 
flaming barrier. There was Jim, face down 
on the barn floor, just beyond the edge of 
the rapidly-spreading fire. The stallion 
moved forward. Sinking his teeth into 
Jim's trouser leg, he backed out of the 
barn, draggingjiis unconscious burden. 

Ebony is an old horse now. He lives a 
life of ease with Jim on the Flying-R. Jim's 
side still carries a scar and he never tires of 
telling about Ebony. 

"First time in my life I ever heard of a 
horse goin' into fire 10 save somebody after 
killin’ a man!” Jim usually began the story. 
"Ebony's the greatest horse that ever lived 
—an' the best pal a man ever had!' 









FAMOUS BUCKING- HORSES. NO.l. 









Steamboat was the 

FIRST BUCKING- HORSE 
TO*GET A REPUTATION" 
HE WAS OWNED BY C.V. 
ft IRWIN AND BUCKED 
y FROM THE TIME HE WAS 
/ A COLT. FOR MANY YEARS 
A HE WAS THE TOP HORSE 
* AT THE FRONTIER PAYS 
CELEBRATION HELD IN 
jl' CHEYENNE, WYOMING-, 
ML, AND FAMOUS BRONC 
W RIDERS CAME FROM 
L. ALL OVER THE WEST TO 
£ "TAKE ASETTIN’ATHIM." 
^ SO GREAT WAS HlS 
■ FAME THAT PRESIDENT 
^ THEODORE ROOSEVELT 
ATTENDED THE RODEO 
^ TO SEE HIM PERFORM. 


According to records he* 

WAS NEVER RIDDEN UNTIL 1904, 
WHEN HARRY BRENNAN, A COW¬ 
BOY from Sheridan, Wyoming, 

SUCCEEDED IN RIDING HIM AT 
THE CHEYENNE FRONTIER PAYS. 
# RODEO. FOR TWO MORE YEARS 
OLD STEAMBOAT CONTINUED TO 
'STACK UP"THE BRONC RIDERS, 
BUT IN 1907 CLAYTON DANKS 
WON FIRST MONEY ON HIM AT 
CHEYENNE. THE FOLLOWING YEAR, 
1908, DICK STANLEY RODE HIM. 
FOR SEVERAL MORE YEARS HE 
WAS ATOP BUCKER, FINALLY 
BEING RETIRED BY HIS OWNER, 
BUT HE NEVER STOPPED TRYING. 









FAMOUS BUCKING HORSES. NO. 2 







IMidnight was one of 

THE GREATEST BUCKING 
HORSES OF ALL TIME. HE 
WAS GENTLE TO HANDLE 
AND WAS FIRST OWNED 
BY A SCHOOLTEACHER IN 
LOUISIANA WHO USED HIM 
FOR A BUGGY HORSE. IT 
IS CLAIMED THAT SOMEONE 
TRIED TO RIDE HIM AND 
WAS PROMPTLY BUCKED 
OFF. OTHERS TRIED IT 
AND MET THE SAME FATE. A 
RODEO CAME TO TOWN AND 
THE COWBOYS COULD NOT 
RIDE HIM SO THE MCCARTY 
AND ELLIOTT LIVESTOCK 
CONTRACTORS BOUGHT 
HIM FOR THEIR RODEO 
STRING. IT IS SAID THAT 
PETE KNIGHT, CHAMPION 
BRONC RIDER FOR FOUR 
YEARS, WAS THE ONLY COW¬ 
BOY EVER TO RIDE HIM. 
HE WAS RETIRED AFTER 
BEING TOP HORSE IN THE 
RODEOS FOR MANY YEARS. 
















GOLD FLASH,THE WILD ^§f 
Y BUCKSKIN COLT, WAS CAPTURED NS 
AND BRANDED BY BART WEST. BUT 
THE FLASH ESCAPED. FINALLY BART 
CAUGHT HIM AND GENTLED HIM.TWO 
COWBOYS -TRIED TO STEAL THE HALF- 
TAMED COLT. THE FLASH BROKE A 
SEAWAY AND RACED TO FREEDOM 
AGAIN. 


THATS A GOOD 
LOOKIN’ BUNCH 
OF MUSTANGS 
























































W I DONT THINK 

NOBODY KIN RIDE 
THAT 8RONC/ 


LETS KETCH HIM, 
BLACKIE, AN’ I’LL 
TAKE A WHIRL r 
B AT HIM / - - ' 


WELL SELL THAT 13 

YELLA COLT TO POP 
RADER FOR HIS - 
BUCKIN’ STRING-. W 
HELL PAY PLENTY Mi 
k—, FOR HIM 4 f; 


LETS CALL HIM ^ 

YELLOW FEVER. ITS 
DANGEROUS TO r 
fe GIT NEAR HIM J 


I’LL FINDTH’ FLASH 
IF IT TAKES METH 
REST OF TH’ YEAR 


THAT LOOKS LIKE 
MUSTANG TRAPS 


IN THE MEANTIME, BART 
WEST STARTS OUT TO 
HUNT FOR GOLD FLASH 






























LOOKS LIKE 
POPS RODEO 
-n LAYOUT 0 


I COULD USE SOME 
EXTRA DOUGH. MIGHT 
* TAKE A CHANCE AT 
TH' BUCKIN’ -<< 
HORSES J 


HI THERE, BART/ 
WANTA SIGN ^ 
^ UP FORTH’ ) < 

V bronc - 
\ RlPIN*? M 


' SURE M 
COULD USE 
TH’ MONEY, 
POP. GOT 
ANY GOOD 
BRON€S ? 


^vvhatTp 

THEY DO 
WITH ^ 
’EM ? ) 


YEP. A COUFLA HANDS 

. caught a whole m 

BUNCH OVER ON k 
L SMOKY MESA 
kjTH’ OTHER MM 
ML. PAY ... 


MUSTANG* 
AROUND 
g HERE ? 


SEEN ANYTHING 


OF A BUNCH OF 


PROVE 'EM SOUTH. • 
WENT RIGHT BY HERE. 
THERE WAS ONE 
BUCKSKIN COLT I NTH’ 
BUNCH, PURTIEST 
HOBS FLESH I 
EVER SEEN 


























WE GOT ONE THAT 
NOBODY CAN RIDE. 
boys; NAMED HIM 
YELLOW FEVER — 


r HOPE IM LUCKY 1 
ENOUGH TO DRAW 
HlM.TH'TOUGHER 
THEY ARE TH’ BETTER 
I LIKE ‘EM 


HERES OLE 
BART WEST, 
TH’SALTIEST 
BRONC < 
STOMPER IN 


HOWDY, BOYS. HOPE 
I GET A CHANCE TO 
TAKE A WHIRL AT 
THIS YELLOW A 
M FEVER POPS m 
jpL TALKIN' ’ -AM 

rA hvovi Jmn 


f OKAY, BOYS, 

> OPEN TH’ 
GATE. WE'RE 
S COMIN" 
\ out/ r 


YOU KIN SEE YELLOW 
FEVER UNWIND NOW. 
BILL DUNNS TAKIN’ / 
A SETTIN’AT HIM A 


TAKE A LONG 
BREATH AN'A 
DEEP SEAT, t 

Wn bill/ 4 


^ITS GOLD FLASH / 


YELLOW FEVER'S fg 

GOLD f 

FLASH ! h —C 


THESE PARTS 


































































